MOTHER MOSES° *": 


Early in life, I developed a smart, sassy mouth learned from my mother; though 
she vociferously denies that in Toto. Throughout life, it caused me a great deal of trouble 
and still does when not mindful about controlling it. One of the more memorable and 
now comical events was when I was about eight years old. It was at the family dinner 
table and over creamed peas. I hated eating creamed peas and still do. For anyone not 
familiar with this dish, it consists of green English peas mixed in a cream sauce that looks 
like vomit. Mom’s recipe tasted like that, too. I was being especially stubborn that night 
about eating them. Using the standard mother, guilt-trip she said, ‘there are starving 
children in China who would die to eat what you refuse...” I sassed back, ‘Oh, yeah! 
Prove it, name me one of them!!” Oops! I never, ever saw my petite mom move so fast 
before or since that night. What next happened next still remains a blur: I never saw it 
coming or knew what hit me until well after the storm. Contents of the dining room table 
parted like the Red Sea did for Moses in front of her fury as she dove across it, grabbed 
me and we both re-crossed that great divide to her side of it; where she commenced to 
wear my young ass out with a long-handled, wooden kitchen spoon. Biblical accounts of 
Moses’ parting the Red Sea pale in comparison to the miracle Mother Moses performed 
that evening. It was quite a show worthy of standing ovation and encore by her silently 
stunned audience. When mom had that ‘spoon’ everyone tiptoed around her reach even 
the family dog. I had to stand for a week because I damn sure could not sit down. 
However, all attendees wisely remained silent when Mother Moses wielded her spoon, a 
favorite weapon of choice when dealing with naughty boys, and only I was crazy enough 
to provoke that. And to this day, J still hate creamed peas. 


